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| Timeflies, Deathurges, Knells call, Heaveninvites, 
Hell threatens ; all exerts ; in Efforts all ; 
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MDCCLIII 


& HE Author of the fol- 


Wo /owing Poem is too con- 
we /cious of his own Ina- 


oo brilities, to place any of 
Re Gets bis Produftions on an 
Equality with the ſeveral excellent 


Per formances of a Poetical Kind, which 
have appeared in Publick, and that of 
a very recent Date. 


A 2 In- 


4 PREFACE. 
Influenced by no vain Ambition of 

Applauſe, and perſuaded of the Ve- 

racity of a Maxim, eſtabliſhed by a 


very eminent Writer *, viz. © That 


there is, and ever will be, Juſtice e- 
nough in the World to afford Patro- 
nage and Protection for thoſe who 
endeavour to advance Truth and Vir- 


tue; he flatters himſelf as his Inten- 


tions are fincere, his Attempt will not 


prove altogether unſucceſsful. 


| However the $ ubjects treated of, may 
have ſuffered by ſo unſtilful an Hand, 
they are in themſelves of the higheſt 


Moment and Importance to Mankind... 


The Term of human Life is pre- 
carious 10 all, but the Lot of Death 
is wniverſally certain. The former 


„Mr. Appisoxn. Vide Spectator, No. 443. 
, Con- 


PREFAGE &g 


Conſideration ſhould be a conſtant A. 
larm to Vigilance and Circumſpection, 
and the latter loudly calls for an ba- 
bitual Preparation, againſt ſuch an 
awful yet inevitable Cataſtrophe, when- 
ever it ſhall take Place. 


A proper Attention to the Solem- 
nity of that Period, which will irre- 
ver ſibly ſeal our Characters and Con- 
ditions for the Inviſible World, will 
have a natural Tendency to wean our 


Aſfections from thoſe ſublunary Plea- 


ſures and Entertainments, which very 


ſhortly, we muſt leave for ever : For 
which Reaſon, Subjects of this Mature 


can never be too much inſiſted upon, 


ſince the Conſequences depending, are of 


an eternal Concern. 


If any Thing be found in the fol- 
lowing Lines, that ſhall in any happy 
De- 
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Degree tend to warm the Paſſions, and 
inſpire the Mind with more noble and 
exalted Sentiments, of the Manner in 
which it highly becomes every immor- 
tal Being to live and af, during its 
Refidence on this Theatre of Trial and 
Probation, the Author has gain'd his 


conſummate Wiſh. 
And ſhould this Performance meet 


with the candid and favourable Re- 
ception of the Publick, thoſe more no- 
ble Topicks of the Reſurrection, Judg- 


,ment, and the general Conflagration, 


with the Horror, and Glory, and E- 
TERNITY, Which ſhall terminate all the 


Scenes of Time, will hereafter be diſ- 
cuſſed, and communicated to the World, 


as Health and Opportunity ſhall per- 


mit. 


P. S. As the Ode is compos d upon 
a 


PREFACE. 7 


a Subje&t truly ſublime in its Nature, 
and contains ſome general Hints on the 
Zranſactions of that important Day, 
which ſhall periodize the Run of Time, 
the Author thinks it needleſs to make 
any Apology for inſerting it at the 
Cloſe of this Poem, as the Manner 
in which it may hereafter be treated 
upon, will be entirely different. 


AN 


The Nottuary : 


OR, AN 
Addreſs from the Tombs. 
PARTY 


In which, the 


Brevity of HUMaNn LIFE, 


A N D 


DeaTna's Fame and Empire, 
Are largely conſidered. 


— — 
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NOCTUARY, 
PART L 


ananas 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Reflector's Farewel to the faſcinating Pomps and 
Vanities of Human Life. An Invitation to the 
Tombs. A Country Church-yard fronting the Ocean 
deſcribed, The awful Solemnily of the Scent, 
The ſhining of the Moon. Some ſhattered Tombs 
preſent themſelves to View, with various others 
Hillocks of Mortality promiſcuouſly ſcattered. The 
final Lot of Earthly Grandeur. The Folly of Man- 
kind in purſuing Phantoms, and feaſting themſelves 
on Shadows. Death' Fame, Conqueſt and Empire 
univerſal. An Appeal to the Warldling. The Cer- 
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taintiy of Death urg'd to the gay and unthinking 
Part of Mankind. The Miſer's Fate. A Caution 
to the heedleſs. An Addreſs to CosuANDER. The 
Ocean an Emblem of this World, Human Life 
illuſtrated in various Similies. The Vanity of high 
Titles; without Virtue deſpicable. The Pleaſure of 
Being flattered. The Example of the truly great 
Man worthy of Imitation. The Charatter re- 
torted upon Infidels and prophane Wits. Without 
Repentance, the Horr:r of their Doom deſcrib'd. 
BELSHAZZaR's unexpected Fate, a loud Alarm to 
the beedleſs Sinner. The Concluſion: The Advice 
of Wiſdom. The Love of Fame, and Thirſt of 
Ambition, to be ſatisfied only in the Purſuits and 
happy Remunerations of Virtue. 


Dieu ! ye modiſh Pageantries of Time, 
Ye painted Sepulchres, ye gilded Woes, 
Ye blazing Grandeurs, ye expiring Fames, 
Old blaſted Titles of uſurp'd Ambition; 

Wich all ye fleeting inſubſtantial Joys, 
That like contentious Winds, awhile ſuſpend 
Life's airy Bubble, toſſed by your Blaſts 
In Tumult wild, unable to ſuſtain 
The furious Shocks, the ſubtle Vapour burſts 
And burſting, all her glittering Pomp diſſolves. 


Adieu 
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Adieu! ye Flatterers of imperial Courts, 
Ye Cormorants of Honeſty and Truth, 
Whoſe fawning Tongues advanced Grandeur ſoggh, 
And huff ſuperior Virtue with Diſdain 
Caitiffs, farewel. Laugh on ye brainleſs Wits, 
Carouſe your Joys, and quaff em to the Skies; 
Fill up your ſparkling Bowls, give Pleaſure Wing, 
Deſpiſe Religion's melancholy Mopes, 
And let the Laugh go round the jovial Board, 
Till in the tickling Torture ye expire. 


But hither thou, whom Sapience has taught 
The Leſſon of the Skies, awhile withdraw 
From the tumultuous Buz of this mad World, 
And pay a Viſit to the Seats of Death; 
Attend the Muſe, and liſten to her Song. — 


Within an antient Villa fam'd of old, 
Facing the Deep, a ſacred Temple ſtands 
Immur'd within the Ruins of a Wall; 
Whoſe hoary Front bears the corrofive Marks 
Of all-devouring Age, preluding Signs 
Of total Diſſolution and Decay. 
Her tottering Baſe, for immemorial Time, « 
Triumphant's ſtood the multifarious Shocks 
Of Earth, and Sea, and Skies in League combin'd 3 


Now 
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Now torn by the contending War of Elements, 
Beneath its Ruins ſinks, and ſeems mature 
To mix the univerſal Wrecks of Matter. 


*Twas in the dreary Waſte of this Empire 
I took my Midnight Walk, devote to Thought. 
And ſacred Meditation; while the World, 
Enchanted by the dewy Wand of Slumber, 
Lay faſt encircled in her downy Arms : 
Amidſt the Gloom of Silence and of Night, 
The Queen of Heaven with cloudleſs Radiance ſhone, 
Illuming all the Pavement of the Skies. 


Some ſhattered Tombs preſented to my View. | 
Relicks of human Glory, Grandeur, Pride, 
Ambition, Honour, Flattery and Pomp; 
The poor Remains of Vanity expir'd. 


Around were ſcattered, in promiſcuous Heaps, 
Hillock o'er Hillock, overgrown with Graſs, 
Reſembling human Fleſh ; whoſe tranſient Flower, 
Expanding in the Noon-tide Blaze of Day 
Its Leaves towards the Sun, in Evening fades; 
And all its priſtine Glory wraps in Night. 


o * 
| Is 
. 
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Is this the End, ſays my enraptur'd Soul! 
The univerſal Lot of mortal Man! 
Then why, ye buſy Beings of a Day, 
Hunt ye ſo eager in the Chace of Life? 
To catch at Shadows, and regale on Winds; 
Luxurious feaſting on the fairy Joys 
Of all-deluſive Time; who, Juggler like, 
Conveys inviſible his dexterous Hand, 
And while your Tables groan beneath their Loads, 
And odorous Scents perfume the Banquet Hall; 
He unperceiv'd ſteals off the ſumptuous Fare, 
And gives the Diſh to Death, who ſtands without, 
Impatient for his Nod to ſeize his Prey. 


Hither, proud Wretch, humiliate thyſelf, 
And for a Moment pauſe — ſeeſt thou this Tomb ? 


Beneath it lies the Body of a Fool : | 

A Fool like thee ; who ſquander'd Life and Soul, 
For momentary Pleaſures, endleſs Toils, 

In the gay Circle of the modiſh Throng : 

But while the Wretch was wallowing in his Bliſs, 
Death like a furious Creditor enrag'd, 2 
Who long had dun'd in vain, fir'd with Revenge, 
Collars his frightned Priſoner by the Throat; 
Then gave the Charge to his relentleſs Guards, 


Who headlong drag'd the Captive to his Tomb. 
eL This 


} 
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This is the marble Monument of Folly! 

Heaven's higheſt Scorn, and Earth's ignobleſt 
Shame : Bo 5 

Where's now the gay FOR ELLO? where is he, 
Whoſe Tongue denied the Empire of the Skies, 
Call'd Heaven a Dream, a ſacerdotal Trick, | 
And laugh'd at Hell as a deluſive Tale, 
Prieſtly Inventions to amuſe Mankind, 
The frantic Whims of hypochondriac Fools ; 
Rots he not now in Foulneſs and Diſgrace ? 
Where is the feather'd Pillow, downy Couch, 
The ſoft Repoſe of his all-tender Limbs ? 
Awful Viciſſitude! O Tyrant Death ! 
How ſwift thy Revolutions to the Grave, 
Thy deſart Region; where inglorious lie, 
The Fool, the Wiſe, the Beggar and the Prince, 
Scarcely diſtinguiſh'd in the Pomp of Ruin, 


© thou Imperial Monarch of the Tomb, | 
Whoſe Iron Scepter ſways diſſolving Worlds, 
And whoſe Empire its wide Dimenſions ſpreads 
From Shore to Shore; and Earth, and Sea, and 
Skies, | | 
Contain thy Triumphs, and record thy Fame: 
In thy Applauſe the Ocean heaves her Waves, 
And at thy Nod the flecping Billows riſe z | 


The 


Or, An Addreſs from the Tombs. 17 


The Floods clap Hands, and Thunders, Storms and 
Winds, 


Swell the loud Note, atid roat it to the Skies. 


Where's Xerxzs, CsAR, Pour Ex, and their 
Sons? 


Are they not Priſoners in thy dark Domain? 
Thou matchleſs Victor, whoſe deſtroying Arm, 
Cruſhes the Glory of aſpiring Man, 

And lays Earth's Monarchs breathleſs at thy Feet. 


The Macedonian Prince, whoſe thirſty Soul 
Panted for Empire, and ambitious ſtrove, 
To graip Creation's Bulk within his Arms; 
The boaſted God his Terrors round him hurl'd, 
And Worlds obſequious to his Nod obey'd. 
But when the Wretch, inſatiate for Fame, 
Could graſp no more, O! treacherous Traitor thou, 
Maſking thy black Deſigns beneath a Smile, 
Pour'd forth the Venom in the Bowl of Mirth z 
Jocoſely laughing, while the Hero drank 
The fatal Draught, ſuſpectleſs of thy Hand: 
Too late he feels — the poiſonous I incture rolls 
Through ev'ry Vein, contagious to his Heart; 
The trembling Monarch, ſinking in Surprize, 


* ALEXANDER the Great. 


C The 


. 


18 The Noctuvary: Part J. 


Cloſes his Eye-balls in eternal Night; 
And all his Glory in a Groan expires. 


Thus when two Armies, with their dreadful 
Pomp, 
Muſter their Forces on the bloody Plain; 
Each fluſh'd with Hopes of Conqueſt and Revenge, 
Brandiſh their glittering Weapons in the Air, 
And with their Shouts diſcordious ſhake the Skies : 


Now blaze their Vengeance, now their Thunders 
roar, | 


And horrid Groans the doleful Concert ſwell, 
The Mountains ſhake, Earth totters with the Blaſt. 


Yet thou, grim Tyrant, while the mingled Howls 
Of Expiration Fear and Fury riſe ; 
Like as. the Lion, hungring for his Meal, 
Impatient waits; ſo thou, dread Plunderer, views 
The gorged Feaſt, and at the Butchery ſmiles. 


Hail ! gloomy Monarch ! King of mortal Kings, 
The Globe itſelf, with all its ſpacious Bounds 
Of Sea and Land united, form for Thee 
But one Empire. This Earth's a Valley ſtrew'd 
With human Duſt; and Mortals gormandize 
Over the Aſhes of their former Sires. 

To thy dark Kingdom! promiſcuous have flock'd 
The 


| 
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The Sons of Time, from firſt created Man ; 
For in thy Lift the whole Creation ſtands, 
Condemn'd to feel thy Dagger and its Pang : 
From Pole to Pole thy Monarchy extends; 


Nations accord .to celebrate thy Fame, 


And Brazen Pillars tell the World their King: 


To teach proud Mortals, new Mauſoleums riſe, 
The Marbles lecture o'er their ſilent Graves, 


And Tomb to Tomb confirms the awful Tale, 


Say then, gay Friend, thou Bigot of the World, 
Thou Pimp for Grandeur, Affluence and Fame, 


Was all the Wealth of beth the Indies thine ; 


Nay, couldſt thou claim thy Title to Creation, 
And hold unrival'd Empire o'er the World, 
What wou'd this pompous Pageantry avail ? 
Could this ſecure thee from the Hand of Fate, 
The Stroke of Terror, or the Blow of Death ? 


Think not ye gay, and fluttering mortal Race, 
Amour'd with Shadows, and abſorb'd in Show, 
That Afiuence glittering Tinfel Pleaſure*s Plume, 


Applauſe's Laurel, or Ambition's Crown, 


Are Proof againſt that Arm, which levels all: 
Deluded Fools, the fatal Shaft will ſtrike, 
Ere long you'll feel its Pang; the ſtouteſt Heart 


C 2 DiCſ. / 


| 
| 


20 The Noctuary: Part J. 


Diſmay'd ſhall groan, the chilling Damp pervade - 
Diſſolving Nature; while Life's frail Machine, 
No longer touch'd by immaterial Power, 

With all her Movements makes eternal Pauſe, 
Nature may puſh the Tyrant back awhile 

But when Life's deſtin'd Period is expir'd, 

Death like the Hunter, eager for his Prey, 

Seizes the trembling Captive in his Arms; 

Then hies it home, and greedily regales 

In jovial 9 o'er his Po * 


e Nl" Foxes, Uſarers of Wealth, 
Who all your Adoration pay to Gold; 
In reſtleſs Rapture hug your ruſty Bags, 
Gaze on your Coffers, cram'd with yellow: Duft, 
The Excrements of Earth ; with raviſh'd Eyes 


Behold the hoarded Ore, fleec'd from Mankind 


The Gains of Knavery, and triumphant Fraud, 
AvaRio's hear, for Crotsus' Doom is yours. 
Wretches dream not of future Years. in Bliſs, 
Succeſſive Joys in Life's bewilder'd Maze, 

Of Calms in Tempeſts, or Repoſe in Storms ; 
This World's a Lottery, F ortune's giddy Wheel 
Turns up Fruſtration to the gaping Fool. 

This Night arriv'd a Meſſage from the Skies, 
Your Warrant for Eternity jnclos'd ; 


This 
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This Night ye Miſers, hear your awful Doom, 
Death plunders your vaſt Maſs of ill-got Pelf, 
And Gop demands your Preſence at his Bar: 
Then whoſe ſhall all theſe glittering Treaſures be? 


Beware ye gay and temporizing Tribe, 
Securely ſwimming down Life's ſmoother Stream, 
The diſtant Thunder murmurs in. the Sky, 

Now with a hoarſer Din the Vollies rowl, 

And like a bloody Trumpet, ſound the Alarm 

To Battle and to Death ; while far and near, 

The dreadful Tempeſt ſwells. Lo! from the Eaſt, 

With ſudden Flaſh, the Lightning breaks the 
Clouds 4 

To Earth's extremeſt Verge, the Terrors fly 


From Pole to Pole, the Fulgurations blaze. 
Now burſt the Caves, the warring Winds ariſe, 
And with tumultuous Roar aſſault the Peep: 
The Billows, rouzing from their oozy Beds, 
Scatter their wrathful Vengeance o'er the Main, 
And in their Fury daſh the diſtant Skies, 


Tremendous view yon bounding Galley rides, 
Now ſcales the Clouds, or hangs aloft in Air, 
Immerges now the fathomleſs Profound, 
Then riſes on ; the foaming Surges back 
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Toſſed from Wave to Wave, the Sport of Seas, 
Tempeſtuous, puff d by each contending Gale 
Like as the reeling Drunkard ſtaggers home, 
She rocks and totters helpleſs and forlorn ; 


While the dread Torrent ſweeps her down the 
Stream | 
And Winds and Billows with united Rage 


Impetuous whirl her to the Stygiar Shores. 


__ CogManDER wake, all Nature's in a Storm, 
And Life expiring breathes her awful Groan, 

To rouze thy Soul from her lethargic Dreams : 

Riſe Man! in Veneration to thyſelf, 

Shake off thy Follies, ere the Tempeſt burſts 

Her ripen'd Vengeance on thy guilty Head; 

Expos'd to all the Deluge of its Wrath. 


Pleaſure's a Harlot, ſhun her tempting Charms, 
For they're lethiferous; and beneath her Smile 
Lurks pale Remorſe z but her Embrace is Death. 
Indignant throw thy Bawbles to the Fool, 

Let the cockaded Wretch his Portion ſeize ; 
Whilſt thou at more ennobled Prizes aims, 
And prove thyſelf deſcended from the Skies. 


Cosx AN DER laughs, and madly calls the Scene, 
The idle Fiction of diſorder'd Brains: 


Aſk 
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Aſk Wiſdom, Friend, the Goddeſs will reply. 

On the wide Ocean of this frantic World, 

* Where Woes anarchial hold their wild Empire 

* Each Mortal puts to Sea his Bark of Life, | 

* Tugging to gain the Harbour of Repoſe. 

«© Wafted by Paſſions, fickle as the Winds, 

* They touch, as each conſpiring Gale inclines, 

«© The ſeveral Ports of Pleaſure, Pomp and Fame, 

„Regions of Sorrow, Labyrinths of Woe. 

« Each ſanguin Fool, quite bubbled in his Scheme, 

“ Puſhes again from Shore, and courts the Breeze, 

« In Hopes of Revocation from his Fate. 

% Madly they roam, impervious of the Courſe 

« That Wiſdom's Compaſs points to Canaan's 
Shores z 

cc Alternate Paſſions ſwell the ſtrutting Sails, 

« And Folly ſteers the Helm; each paſſing Wave 

* Tnſults the Wretches, baffled in their Toils. 

« Fruitleſs Attempt too late they ſhift the Shrowds, 

« The impending Tempeſt burſting from rhe Skies, 

c Thunders her dreadful Onſet to the Storm; 

While Death, in Triumph, mounts the Whirl 
wind's Car, 

& And calls his Forces from the * Pole; 

The Billows riſe, and all the Deep obeys. 

© The Baljick foams, the Waves enormous ſwell, 


And 
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« And burſt their Horrors; while the ſhatter'd 
Bark 

4 Of Human Life, drove by the rolling Surge, 

„ With Fury daſhes on the Rocks of Death; 

There cruſh'd, amidſt the Wrecks of Worlds, 


expir'd.” 


Like as the foaming Eddies of the Sea, 
Conteſting puſh againſt the current Stream ; 
Their Effort vain, the Torrent ſweeps em back, 
And in the Tide they're loſt : ſo Nature firſt, 
When roſy Health ſits ſmiling on the Cheek, 
The youthful Hero dauntleſs braves the Storm; 
Intrepid views it ruſhing from the Skies, 

And in Jactation tugs againſt the Tide. 
Too late convinc'd he throws aſide his Oar, 
Stands all-amort and ſinks beneath the Storm: 
Like a huge Flood the Current rolls him down, 
And the fierce Whirlpool gulphs him in her Waves, 


Haſt thou not ſeen that little Monarch Boy, 
Extend his Tube, and view with ardent Gaze, 
The Bubble Worlds created by his Breath 
Then laviſh toſs his Empires to the Air, 
Spreading their ſhadowy Glories as they riſe, 
Awhile ſuſpended by the quivering Breeze ; 

: Till 


j. 
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Till the rough Gale cruſhes the glittering Ball, 
And all the viſionary Fabrick flies : 

Why ſuch is human Life; a Bubble toſs'd, 
By every puffing Gale, and bore aloft 
By-Time's wild Hurricanes; and then diſpers'd 
To the wide Eletnent of common Air. 


> 


Oft have I view'd the Monarch of the Skies 
Draw back the Curtains from his Royal Couch, 
And ſmile his Glories on the blufhing Day; 

As he advanc'd, each ſhadowy Phantom wing'd, 
And joyous Nature bleſs'd the opening Scene: 
Scarce had he gain'd the Zenith of his Throne, 
Ere an invidious Cloud with ſullen Brow, _ © 
Paſs'd his Pavilion in her full Career, 

Expanding wide her Mantle o'er the Skies: 
Sudden the Monarch paus'd ; at laſt declin'd, 

And wrapt his Splendor in the folding Shade: 


CosMAanDER, thus this Microcoſm Man, 
This little World of Wonders in itſelf ; _ 
Like as the glittering Meteor in the Skies, 
Blazes awhile, then with a ſudden Flaſh, 
Exhales its laſt, and ruſhes to Oblivion. 


Like as the lofty Structure of a Tower, 
| D Rear d 
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Rear'd on the Summit of a riſing Hill, 

Commands the wide Circumference around; 

From her tall Battlements, Deſtruction points, 

And Thunders roar Defiance to her Foes : | 

Scornful - ſhe views their hoſtile Powers advance, 

Vainly ſecure, becauſe her Walls are ſtrong. 

But the oppoſing Hoſt, on Conqueſt bent, 5 
Breathe their Revenge in one inceſſant Storm; ö 
Her Hour's now come! a dread combuſtious Ball 
Drops in the Center of her Magazines, 
Whoſe nitrous Bowels burſting with a Groan, 
Lays all the pompous Edifice in Ruins, | 
And whirls the Aſhes to. the Winds of Heaven, | 
Thoſe relick Glories of her, former Pride. BR 


CosMANDER, thus, when, Drarn by Heaven 
empower'd, 

Comes forth to attack the brittle Fort of Life, 
Firſt from his Quiver plucks the deadly Shaft, 
Then ſtrings his Bow, and, with extended Arm, 
Levels his wing'd Deſtruction at the Heart: 
If this falls harmleſs, then the Tyrant ſtorms, 1 
Breaks thro Life Ramparts, tramples on his F oe; 
Voracious as the Falcon, ſnaps his Prize, 5 
High reliſh'd Morſel, to his hungry Gorge. 


But 


— 
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But why on Life fo laviſh is my Song, 
Which while I ſing, bears all her Plumes aloft ; 
And as the Vulture, lur'd by Scent of Prey, 
Spreads his broad Pinions, and with winged Sail 
Scuds through the Air ; ſhe flies towards her Goal. 
Ev'n Life itſelf is Death in Maſquerade ; ö 
To Day the Mortal lives, at Night he dies, 
Wrapt in the ſhadowy Mantle of the Grave, 

The ſable Portrait of his gloomy Sire. 

What then avail the Titles of the Great; 

My Lord, his Grace? Ah! how conſpicuous ſhine 
In theſe Cimmerian Cells, Ambition's Boaſt ! 
Theſe are the Palace Chambers of Deſtruction; 
The impartial Monarch treats his Slaves alike, 
Victim o'er Victim in Conſuſion hurl'd. 


Hail! Fellow Mortals, Brothers of the Grave, 

Boaſt not my Friends you are more than common 
Clay; 

From pompous Vice ignoble Births proceed: 
*Tis Virtue only ſtamps the Worth of Man, 
And makes the Nobleſt bear a nobler Name: 
Who follows Wiſdom he is truly great. 
Emblazon'd Arms, with their, gay pictur'd Pomp, 
Like gaudy Signs, attract the Gazer's Eye, 
And make the Levee deify a Fool. 


D 2 | His 
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His Merit, Honour, Wiſdom are admir'd, 

And Virtue, Goodneſs, ſounded thro' the Trump 
Of hollow Flattery, tickling to the Ear 

Of the proud Wretch, who Hzrop like enthron'd, 
Sits bluſhleſs in his Infamy, and ſwells, 

To hear the Plaudit of his dirty Throng. 

Explore impartial all his Genius ſhines, 

Like Modern Virtue, in an embroider'd Veſt, 

A Midnight Revel, Dance, or Maſquerade, 


Not ſo the exalted Patron of bright Truth, 
'The open Foe to Adulation's Smile ; 
Whoſe Virtue, like the glorious Orb of Day, 
Spreads its kind Influence to remoter Skies : 
In him Men learn what Pomp and Grandeyr mean, 
And awe that Greatneſs Virtue only crowns. 
His bounteous Hand the Needy fills with Good, 
And his rich Bleſſings, dry the Widow's Tears: 
The tender Orphan ſhares the Godlike Deed, 
For Him they both with pure Devotion kneel, 
And breathe their fervent Wiſhes to the Skies. 


Copy ye Wiſe, Ye Witlings laugh to Scorn, 
And hiſs your Mockery round the infernal Club ; 
Call Virtue Madneſs, Piety a Jeſt, 

And tols Religion to her Prieſts and Fools: 


But "| of 
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But when your vain Buffoonery isÞþent, 

' Ye ſnarling Curs, who bark againſt the Skies, 
Remember ibis, there yet remains a God, 
Whoſe Mercy by Impenitence abus'd, 

Tranſverts to Indignation ; and ere long, 

If ye perſiſt, his Vengeance ye ſhall feel, 
Plung'd in the boiling Cauldron of his Wrath: 
Then ſhall the Scenes reverſe ; and when ye howl, 
Your Gov ſhall laugh in Mockery at your Woes. 
Satan, your Maſter, ſhall no longer ſmile, 

But, like the Bafiliſk, at every Look, 

Strike Death and Anguiſh, all his Scorpions ſting ; 
While Vice unmaſk'd in her full Horror frowns, 
And Demons foul retort the Hiſs of Hell. 


Remember Diyxs, he was wiſe — too late. 
BtLSHAZZAR revelling o'er his Midnight Bowls, - 
With all his boon Compeers, in im pious Mirth 
Carouſing Sacrilege to Heavens high Throne; 
Little the Wretch imagin'd Fate ſo near, 

Or dreamt that Death was ſkulking in his Hall : 
The ſtartled Monarch views the unknown Hand, 
And drops his Cup; while on his Viſage fat 

Guilt conſcious glaring, all his Joints unlooſe, 
And fierce Convullions ſeize his trembling Limbs : 


His 
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His Fate's explin'd, his Glories, Honours vaniſh, 
Weigh'd in the eternal Scales, and caſt for ever. 


Death, like the Robber, plunders by Surprize, 
And often ſtrips us when we are moſt ſecure ; 
The Bowl proves fatal, and the Grapeſtone kills, 
Exceſs of Joy both ſurfeits and devours ; 

This CH Lom felt; and in the tickling Laugh, 
The gay PRILEMOxN died. Ye Mortals rouſe, 
The preſent Moment ſeize, while Mercy courts, 
And holds the gracious Scepter from her Throne: 
Touch, and be Gods, if ye refuſe ye die. | 


Why ſo muſt all, Cosmanper tart replies: 
"Tis true, gay Friend, but in this Death are wrapt 
Ten thouſand Horrors, Nature never feels, 

At Life's expiring Pang; here Vultures gnaw, 
Conſcience turns Adder, hiſſes, bites and ſtings; 
And foul Deſpair, that Hydra of the Soul, 

For ever triumphs o'er her Prey forlorn. 


Ye Sons of Folly, ponder well this Truth, 
Nor ſell your Souls for unimmortal Joys; 
Your Souls extracted from cceleſtial Worlds, 
Which tho' the Ball ſhall from its Center drop, 
And 


Or, An:Adareſs from the Tombs. 31 


And all her Works in Ruins lie diſſolv'd, 

Uninjur'd ſhall behold the awful Scene, 

Surviving hear Earth's laſt expiring Groan. 

A Soul's more worth chan all the Globe can boaſt 3 

Empires are Bubbles; Scepters, Crowns and Worlds, 

Amount to endleſs Loſs: a poor Exchange, 

When * to Man, immortal Man. ö 
Fly they to Mercy $ / Arms; ere 5 draws. 

Her flaming Sword, and bathes it in your Blood. 

Are ye ambitious, ſtrive ye for a Crown; b 

Would ye be Casars, Wiſdom points i ups \ 

Conquer yourſelves,” "that's more than thouſand 

Worlds. 

Pant ye for Fame, explore it in the Skies, 

For there the Memory of the Juſt ſhall live, 

And in the Eternal Archives ſtand engrav'd, 

In Characters coeval with the Soul; 

When Time and all his Annals, like a Dream, 

Shall paſs away, obliterate and forgot. 


The Saviour ſmiles — lo! from his Radiant 
Throne, 
He holds a Diadem of more than Gold, 


And gracious cries, be Conqueror Hall receive.” 


My 
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My Go I come; and proſtrate at thy Feet, 

Surrender up my Soul, and all her Powers, 
To be for ever thine : — Now Night farewel. 
| Ye Sons of Earth go ſcramble for your Duſt ; 
While with thy Aid, my Guardian and my King, 
I'll ſtrive to win the everlaſting Prize; 
Compar'd to which, the Monarch's gorgeous Crown, 
Is as a common Pebble to the Sapphire : 
For his, like all this Pageant World ſhall fade, 
And ſhine no more; but Heaven's immortal Crown 
In the full Blaze of Glory ſhall behold 
The Sun and all the ſtarry Hoſt expire, 

Veil'd in the Boſom of Eternal Night. 


End of the Fixsr Parr, 


The Noctuary : 
OR, AN 
Addreſs from the Tombs. 
PART if 


In which, the 
Final Period of all Earthly Glory, 
Is copiouſly diſcuſſed and improv'd. 


— Ones una manet nox : 
Et calcanda ſemel via Lethi. Hos. 


THE 


NOCTUA NT. 
* PAREL BM 


— * - * o 
3 , ' * 


The ARGUMENT. 


A Deſcription of the Night. Calmneſs and Serenity 
univerſally prevail. The Riſing of the Moon, with 
her ſurrounding Glories. The Refleftor's ſecond 
Vifitation to the Tombs. A happy Retreat from 
the Scenes of Riot, whither the Roaring Lion re- 
pairs in queſt of human Prey. A Welcome to the 
Funereal Shades. Death the Key of Immortality, 
The Vanity of an oftentatious Burial, The Prodi- 
gal's Behaviour at the Miſer's Death. An Ad- 
dreſs to the various Ranks of Mankind — to the 
Monarch — to the Prince — to the Politician — to 
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the Learned and the Wiſe — to the Orators of An- 
tiquity — to the Gay and the Beautiful — with 
Proper Reflefions on the awful and piteous Condi- 
lion in which Death involves them all. Cos- 
MAN DER admoniſhed to ſearch after Felicities of 
everlaſting Duration. Death a narrow Gulph that 
parts Time and Glory. The Reflector's Wiſh. Cos- 
MANDER invibed to viſit the dying CoSMEL10. 
11s Effect upon him. The Exile and the Sinner 
compared. His Death-Bed, with its ſurrounding 
Horrors. His Speech and Expiration. The Con- 
cluſion. The Death of the Righteous Man. His 
happy Exit, and triumphant Arrival at Glory. 


IIIE Sun had travel'd his diurnal Rounds, 
And fable NicaT, now Empreſs of the Skies, 
On her tenebrious Throne, in ſullen Pomp, 
Majeſtick ſat. While at her Right Hand ſtood 
Primæval Dartneſs, Monarch of the Grave, 
From antient Chaos and Confuſion ſprung : 
Silence, cozval with gternal Age, 
Advancing next, on her left Side aſſum'd 
Her cuſtom'd Scat: Round her Pavilion flock'd 
Foul noxious Vapours, with a numerous Train 
Of mimic Shadows, pale and duſky Clouds; 
While underneath her Footſtool lay entranc'd 
The lumbering World, ſecure in their Repoſe. 


Scarce 
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Scarce a Tenebrion in the Streets was ſeen, 
And through the City's ample Rounds, alone 
The Watchman's Voice was heard, all elſe was ſtill. 


The Rural Region, bleſs'd with balmy Sleep, 
Forgot the I abours of the Day elaps'd, 
And in Oblivion buried all their Toils. 
No foul black Raven, with preſaging Croak, 
Diſturb'd the Skies; nor yet the ſhriller Tone 
Of the ill-boding Screech-Owl, ſtruck the Alarm, 
Prophetic of I News to timorous Minds. 
Nature repos'd in univerſal Calm, 
And Echo flumber'd in her hollow Caves. 


The Scene invites —I take my uſual Walk, 
For lo the Moon ! from yonder fleecy Cloud, 
Begins her Progreſs, and with ſilent Pomp 
Aſcends her Throne; while with majeſtic Air, 
She ſpreads her Silver Mantle o'er the Skies: 
Nature array'd in lighter Shades unfolds, 

Her riſing Glories on the ætherial Plains, 
And all the ſtarry Floor's emboſs'd with Gold. 


Welcome funereal Shades, ye peaceſul Seats, 
Bleſs'd: Hoſpitable Manſions ; where ſecure, 
The Weary reſt, the Wicked plague no more.“ 
Welcome, 
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Welcome, ye Tombs, old faithful Monitors 
Of mortal Man ; who without Flattery tell 
The Paſſenger, © tho? living, he muſt die. : 


Once more pale Monarch, to thy dreary Courts, 
I pay my Viſit, and ſecurely tread 
Through thy dark Vale, fearleſs of Spectres, Ghoſts, 
© Thoſe Viſitants of Guilt or Childiſh Fear; 
While the infernal Monſter leaves his Den, 
And as the Lion in the Gloom of Night 
Explores his Prey; he journeys round the Orb 
Of this wide World, diligent in his Queſt 
Of Souls immortal, which when Riot rules 
On Reaſon's Throne, fall Captives at his Will. 
The Dragon yells for Joy, and binds his Slaves, 
In Iron Fetters, Adamantine Chains 
Of harden'd Vice, the temper'd Steel of Hell, 
Which Heaven alone is able to diſſolve. 


Welcome ye gloomy Chambers of the Grave, 


Death's general Mart, through which the crowded 
Throng 


Paſs hourly, in their Journey to the Skies. 

O Death! thou Key to Immortality, 

When ſhall thy Hand unlock the Priſon Doors 

Of Life's frail Tenement ? and give Diſcharge 
To 
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To this immortal Power, who flutters round 
Her narrow Confines ; like the Captive Bird, 
Panting for Freedom, and her native Skies. 


When ſhall the Gordian Knot of Life diſſolve ? 
The Bubble break, and its deluſive Joys 
For ever wing. O! when ſhall theſe tir'd Limbs, 
Long wearied in this Labyrinth of Woes, 
Beneath ſome humble Turf repoſe and reſt ? 


Cos MAN DER loves an oſtentatious Shew, 
The Blaze of Grandeur, the Funereal Torch, 
The Nodding Plume, with all the ſable Pomp 
Of ghaſtly Mourners, hir'd for looking ſad; 
Whoſe meagre Aſpects, like a Viſage veil, 
Their inward Joy; whoſe Livelihood is Death. 
Thus when old Croesvs dies, his laviſh Heir 
Conceals his Rapture, with a feigned Groan; 
And like the Crocodile, weeps out — for Joy. 


How vain this pageant Mockery of Death! 
Which like that vaunting Monarch * Fame records, 
Whoſe Funeral Pall had in Embroidery wrought, 

The various Cities, with the Nobles Kings, 
That his victorious Arm had once o'ercome. 


* JusTix1an, che of the Emperors of Rome. 


Proud | 
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Proud Oftentation ! ſolemn Vanity! 

Where are the Victors? where the Vanquiſh'd now ? 
Are they not both in equal Fate involv'd ! 

Earth'd in the common Houſe of all Mankind. 


Ye mighty Monarchs] whoſe aſpiring Fames 
Blaz'd to the Skies, whoſe Nod imperious ſway'd 
Nations obſequious, and whoſe Stamp F conven'd 
Whole Swarms of Armies, muſtering o'er the 

Plain. | 
Ye Princes, Nobles, how are ye debas'd ? 
Dethron'd and levelPd with the common Herd 
Of Mortals, who were once your menial Slaves. 
Your Kingdoms vaniſh'd, like the paſſing Shade, 
That on the Gnomon marks the Hour of Day. 
Where are your purple Robes, your Levee where ? 
Vile Tranſmutation, how are ye diſgrac'd ! 
The Triumph of that little Reptile Worm ! 
Your boaſted Grandeur ſhrouded in an Urn, 
And your vaſt Empires in a Tomb confin'd. 


O mortal Glory! vain ignoble Boaſt ! 
For which the Wretch with panting Ardour toils ; 
And while he hugs the Phantom in his Arms, 


Pour once boaſted in public Company, that with the 
Stamp of his Foot he could fill all Italy with Soldiers. 


Meets 
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Meets the Embrace of Death. Ye Pomyty's, where 
Lie your once dreaded Names? how has the Hand 
Of dark Oblivion expung'd their Pomp! 


Ye Politicians whoſe contriving Brains 
Plotted the Downfal and the Riſe of States; 
Whoſe airy Projects ſoar'd, Icarus like, 

On Fancy's Pinions, baſeleſs as a Dream, 

To ſcale the Clouds, and neſt among the Stars : 
How are your wiſe Determinations baulk'd ? 
And the falſe Blaze of tranſitory Fame, 
Ruſh'd from its Orbs, evaporate and diffoly'd ? 


Ye Wiſe, ye Learned, whoſe capacious Souls 
Contain'd the vaſt Immenſe of human Thought : 
On the full Wing ſoar'd boldly to the Skies, 

And rang'd the Circuit of unnumber'd Worlds ; 
Till Death ſpread forth his intercepting Hand, 
Stop'd your high Flight, and hurPd ye back to Earth, 


Ye Orators of Old, whoſe Hren Tongues 
Charm'd the rude Throng, and made the Wile attend. 
Where's Ciczro now! his ſoft and moving Strain, 
His Tongue, on which Applauſe maintain'd her 

Throne, | 
Whoſe Breath immortal, and whoſe Words were 
Fame. 


F How 
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How has dead Silence ſtop'd the Charmer's Voice, 
And its ſonorous Organs huſh'd in Death |! 


Where's great DEM OS THEN ES, the Pride of Greece, 
Whoſe mighty Voice, like Thunder from the Skies, 
Struck deep Attention; while the raptur'd Crowd 
Admiring heard, and ſhouted loud Applauſe. 
Where are thoſe Titles, whoſe illuſtrious Pomp 
Fill'd the bright Regiſter of earthly Gods? 

Whoſe dread Exploits the Brazen Statue fam'd, 
Or the hewn Marble, to ſucceeding Age 
Rehears'd the ſounding Tale, to wondring Worlds. 
Are they not buried in Oblivion's Tomb ? 
And, as the ruſhing Torrent rolls its Stream, 

To join the Ocean, where her mighty Waves, 
Like Drops are loſt, and inſtantaneous plunge, 
The boundleſs Boſom of the Deep profound ; 


Their Glories vaniſn'd, and are ſeen no more. 


Ye Gay, ye Fair, whole captivating Charms 
Struck the Spectator ; while the encircling Throng, 
Admiring gaz'd at Features ſo divine. 

O piteous Spectacle! lo, what a Change, 

Death's ſudden Hand has caus'd ! how ſoon expir'd 
The Bluſh of Beauty, and the tinctur'd Dye, 
Which on CLEeor a's Cheek ſo lately glow'd ? 


How 
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How blaſted all Life's flowery Glories lie. 
For ever wither'd, faded and decay'd ? 


— 


Ceaſe then, Cos AND ER, thy vain Hunt for 
Bliſs; 

Explore no longer on the Banks of Time, 
The Flower's Cceleſtial, Earth's too coarſe a Soil, 
It bloſſoms in the Regions of the Skies. 
For what is Death? a narrow Gulph that parts, 
This gloomy Vale from Glory and her Joys 
This paſs'd — triumphant we attain the Shore, 
Shake off this mortal Load, and with full Guſt, 
Repleniſh at the inexhauſted Font, 
Where weary Travellers ceaſe from all their Toils. 


Juſt as the Mariner, ſcap'd the Wreck of Seas, 
Exulting views ſome triendly Shore at Hand ; | 
Furls up his Sails, then anchors in the Bay | 
His ſhatter*d Bark; and with full Tranſport lands, L 

£& 
© Such be my End, when Life's 3 Waves, 
No longer toſs me on this Sea of Time; 
Triumphant may I ride through Death's dark Storm, 
And reach the eternal Port, with welcom'd Shout 
Of fellow Spirits to my native Skies, 
While Angels ſmile, and clap their Wings for Joy. 


F 2 Of 


44 The NocTtuary: Part II. 


Of Death, Co:ManDER, long the Muſe has ſung ; 
His Empire Fame, at large, have been unroll'd : 
Nor think the Theme unworthy of Regard. 
Leave the gay Ball, excuſe thyſelf for once, 

Thy Friend CosMEL1o's in his dying Pangs : 

See where he lies, in reſtleſs Motion toſs'd, 
From Side to Side, in Agonies of Pain! 

His fluttering Heart pulſates his throbbing Breaſt, 


And ſtrikes the Alarm of Death. How pale that 
Face, --! 


Where Life's Carnation Roſe ſo lately bloom'd ! 
How his ſunk Eye-balls, with a hideous Glare, 
Roll gazing round — hark, how that Sigh 
Burſts from his Boſom, follow'd by a Groan, 
Portentous Omen of the Woe he feels 

Gnawing within him — ſce he moves his Lips, 

But Utterance fails — he looks towards the Skies, 
Heaven be propitious, ſave him from the Storm 
That ruſhes towards him — Oh my Heart it burſts ! 
CosMEL1o groans, and trembles, and expires. 


CosMAnDER weeps, indulge the tender Tear; 
Nor let Oblivion wipe it from thine Eyes, 
Till chou'ſt implor'd for Mercy at the Throne 
Of univerſal Nature's Judge ſupreme ; 

Whoſe Vengeance, like a flaming Thunderbolt, 


Shall 
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Shall ſtrike his Foes ; and with conſuming Fire, 
Sweep all the adverſe Hoſt before his Face. 


As the pale Convict exiPd for his Crimes 
In Regions far remote, to drag the Chain 
Of Servitude for Life, with lingering leaves 
His native Shore, and caſts a wiſhful Eye 
Towards his Home, doom'd never to return: 
Even thus the Sinner, when arreſt by Death, 
Reluctant leaves this Paradiſe of Fools ; 
Shivering he ſtands, unwilling to puſh off 
From Life's enchanting Shore; and gazing round 
Earth's ample Circle, heaves a diſmal Groan, 
To part for ever from her gay Delights. 


Happy ! were this the Portraiture at full, 
Of Life's expiring Scene, to impious Man; 
But Conſcience now, like as a Giant rouz'd 
From his long Slumbers, or refreſn'd with Wine, 
Puts on new Terrors, and more fierce attacks 
The troubled Regions of the conſcious Breaſt : 
In wild Confuſion all the Soul is loſt, 
And Hell already ſeizes on her Prey. 


Around his Couch a Hoſt of Demons wait, 
Smile at his Pangs, and hiſs at every Groan; 


Their 
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Their wonted Lure now ceas'd, *twas once ** too 


ſoon” 
In Life's gay Hours to ſpend a Thought on 
Heaven; 
The Tone's revers'd, the infernal Thunderer roars, 
Tis now * zoo late.” Mercy her Golden Gates 
Has ſhut indignant, Audience is refus'd; 
Approach CosMANDER — hark! the Miſcreant 
ſpeaks. 


c Ah? now I feel the Hand of Vengeance ftrike, 
« Black Horrors fill the Region of my Mind, 
& And the fierce Flames conſume me — Oh! I 

thirſt — | 

« One Drop's denied — I plunge a Sea of Wrath; 
« Juſtice with awful Brow frowns ſternly on me, 
And the Almighty's Terrors ſhake my Soul; 
« My Heart expires, my panting Boſom heaves, 
* And or its wonted Throne Deſpair preſides, 
«© Oh Hell! to thy Dominions lo! I come 
© To join the curs'd Aſſociates of my Life, 


« And ſhare the Lot which Vengeance has de- 
creed, 


„ Mingling my Curſes with their mutual Groans, 


Cosmanpes ſtarts; Guilt reddens on his Cheek, 
And the warm Bluſh is conſcious to my Song; 
The 
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The Terror ſtrikes — ye Heavens ſtrike it home, 
Nor heal the Wound, till his relenting Heart * 
Bows to the Skies, and pleads for Gilead's Balm. 


If the dark Portrait I have faintly drawn, 
Too awful ſeems, I'll pull the Veil aſide, 
Unfold a Scene on which even Angels gaze 
With raptur'd Joy. Behold, yon humble Roof, 
Where Virtue dwells — THEANDER view the 

Man, 

In Death's ſharp Pangs, though tortur'd, yet ſerene, 
He looks to Heaven, and bids the Tyrant ſtrike ; 
Attend Cos Ax DER; lo! the Hero ſpeaks. 


* Welcome, O Death, thou Harbinger of Joy, 
& Till row I always ſhudder'd at the Pang 
« Of Diſſolution, and my Soul ſhrunk back 
With Gloom and Trepidation, when J look'd 
« Ofer Life's dread Precipice ; but now unmov'd, 
I ſee the Gulph, nor ſtartle at its Horrors. 
«© Heaven dawns upon me, *tis immortal Day, 
«© Glory unfolds her everlaſting Gates, 
&« I feel the Tranſport, and a Flood of Joy, 


« Like the full Tide, comes ruſhing o'er my 
Soul : 


«« Theſe 


48 The Noctuary: Part II. 


« Theſe mortal Opticks fail, when ſhall I ſee ? 
«© When Face to Face behold my Gop my King? 


* Weep not, my Friends, no Sorrow damps my 
Heart, 

* Conſcience is ſprinkled with attoning Blood, 

And through her Regions whiſpers Peace divine. 

% No Eloquence can paint the Bliſs I feel; | 

Angels themſelves would fink beneath the Taſk ; 

“Conception fails — O Death! thy noxious Sting, 

* By Heaven's diſarm'd, no Twinges pang my 
Soul 

* Thou friendly Meſſenger, with open Arms, 

« I meet thy cold Embrace — What though the 
Worms 

© This Body ſeize, and claim it as their Prey ; 

&* *Tis nought to me, my Saviour ſhall preſerve 

* The ſcatter'd Atoms, and recall to Life, 

* From the long Slumbers of the ſilent Tomb: 

Then ſhall the Barriers burſt, my Fleſh awake, 

& Cloath'd in the glorious Image of its Gop ; 

* The World recedes, I feel Life's ſtrug'ling 
Pang 

Within my Breaſt; now Earth and Time fare- 
wel; | 

© I fink !] ſoar — my Gop receive my Soul“. 


He 
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He mounts, Cosi AN DER lol a cæleſtial Band 
Guard the illuſtrious Monarch to his Throne; 
Amazing Change! — A Beggar crown'd a King. 
Invidious Dæmons from the , Proſpect turn | 
Diſdainful and abaſh'd. — Hell's Tyrant-foams 
With Rage to ſce his Machinations fail d. 
How this terreſtrial Spot fades in his Eye, 
New Worlds ſalute him, and freſſi Wonders riſe 
Along the Ethereal Road. Tranſporting Scenc! 
How Angels flock around, and wifſh him Joy 
To their Dominions. Lo from yon Faſper Hill 
A numerous Hoſt of SER ATH IM deſcend 
In bright Array; and with exulting Shout, 

Hail him to Glory and unfading Bliss: 
The Concert ſwells, all Heaven triumphant rings, 
And the full Plaudit echges through the Skies. 


vis Wt as Muſe, till on ſublimer mee 
She ſwells her Note, and ſings the immortal Fame 
Of Him who conquer'd Death, che Grave and Hell 3 
In glorious I hraldom led Captivity, 
And drag'd the Monſters at his Chatriqt Wheels. 
Then ſpread her Pinions, and expanded ſtretch 
Her Flight to that great Period, yet unknown; 
When the laſt Trump ſhall thunder thro' the Sliies, 


And rouſe the fſlumbering Nations from their 
Graves; 
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Creation labour in a ſecond Birth, 

And new Vitality recloath the Tomb. 

When Death ſhall feel the fatal Dart of Time, 
Sink from his Throne, and hold his Reign no more; 
When the huge Pillars that ſupport the Skies, 
With Age ſhall tumble; and the beauteous Frame 


Of this fair Syſtem vaniſh and difſolve : : 
When the fierce Flames ſhall rage from Pole to 
Pole, 


The Billows blaze, and leave their ſinking Shores; 
Earth's gorgeous Kingdoms with their Empires fink, 
And mix the Wrecks funereal of the World; 
Time drop his Curtain o'er the expiring Ball, 
And vaſt ETzrniTyY conclude the Scene. 


End of the SzcoxnD Parr, 
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Tpſe Pater media nimbrorum in nofte, ccruſca 
Fulmina molitur Dextra; quo maxima motu 
Terra tremit, fugere fere, & mortalia cords 

Per gentes, humilis flravit Pavor. 


Virs, 
Eſſe quoque in falis reminiſcitur affore tempus, 
Quo mare, quo tellus, correptaque regia cali 
Ardeat, & mundi moles operoſa laboret. 
Ovip, Metam. 


* 
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ARE! how my Soul, 
be Thunders roll, 
Deſtruction rouſes from her Cave; 
The Lightnings glance, 
The Billows dance, 
The Sea expands her watery Grave. 
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Or 
From Earth to Sky, 
The Terrors fly, 
Tempeſtuous Vollies ceaſeleſs roll 
The Tombs diſgorge 
Their former Charge, 


And Horrors ſpread from Pole to Pole, 


IT. 
Nature diſtreſt, | 
Pulſates her Breaſt, | | 
The Baltick foams: Olympus high : ö 
The Rocks rebound | 


The hollow Sound, 
And the loud Echoes ſhake the Sky. 


IV. 


Lo! how the Waves, 1 
With ſulphurous Blaze, 
Impetuous roll along the Tide; 
Death's Organ rings 
The Lot of Kings, 
And ſounds the Fall of human Pride. 
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V. 


Hearts ſigh and groan, 
From Hut to Throne, | 
The dreadful Gop his Vengeance hurls ;. 
Wrapt in Amaze, 
Poor Mortals gaze, 
And trembling view the Cruſh of Worlds. 


VI. 


The Archangel ſtands 
On Sea and Lands, | 
And ſtrides from Shore to Shore 
The Trumpet blows, 
The Echo glows, | 
And Earth and Air return the Roar. 


VII. 


1 The Sun exhales, 
His Glory fails; 
And as the fiery Comet dies, 
In one faint Blaze, 
Floods all his Rays; | 
Then ſinks, and trackleſs leaves the Skies, 


VIII. 
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VIII. 
The Planets fall, 1 
The tottering Ball, 2 
And all her blazon'd Pomps retire, - 
The Stars decay. 


And ruſh” away, 
And all the #therial 'Lamps capt, 4 


X. 
Through Time's wide Range, 
The mighty Change, Q 
With: all velocious Tranſit runs WS 
Darkneſs invades, ; 


All Nature fades 
And Earth again to Chaos turns. 


Xa Ti 
The Marbles burſt - 
From Beds of Duſt, 
The Dead riſe ſtartled at cher Ka,, 
The Orb rebounds, 1 


The Trumpet ſounds . . 
And fhakes' the — eB: L 


M þ + A 


1 
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XI. 


Time's Maſquerade 
Throws off the Shade, 
That long had blinded mortal Eyes; 
And Monarchs, Kings, 
Thoſe mighty Things, 
Are ftript of all their gay Diſguiſe; 


XII. 


The Tyrant's Frown, 
The Prince's Crown, 
No longer fill Mankind with Fear; 
Nor C&#sar's Name, 
Nor PoupE 's Fame, 
Can ſtrike a ſingle Terror here; 


XIII. 


A numerous Train 
Now fill the Plain, 


From Earth, and Sea, and Hell they come; 


Expecting wait 
The Lot of Fate, 


H XIV, 
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The Righteous ſmile 
At Nature's Pile, - 
And raptur'd view her Fun'ral Dome; 


Their Virtue flows, © ' | 
Their Ardour glows, ', 
| And lang to reach their native Home. 1 
| xy. 
Lo'! now the God, 1 : 
With awful Nod. 
Deſcending ſhakes; the Skies z i F 


In purple Clouds 
SzRaPHS and Saints his Guard compriſe. 


XVI. 


The Balance hung. 
on The Scales are ſtrung, 
The eternal Judge the 2 gra 1 
In royal State, 
Aſſigns the hy 20.1 80 K 
Of more than thouſand thouſand Souls; 


XVII. 
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XVI. 


Conſcience turns pale, 
And Fears aſſail, E 

In vain on Rocks and. Hills ey cal; 
The Howls and Cries, | 
Rend all the Skies, 


And ſhake the wide expanded Ball. 


XVIII, 


Lo! Death expires, 
Hell blows her Fires, 


And doleful Groans and Shrieks rebound ; 
The Apoſtate World 
Are headlong hurl'd, 4" 
And plunge the fathomleſs Profound. 


XIX, | EF , 
The Proceſs -ends, 
The Judge aſcends, 
And Saints and Angels join their Songs; 
The Region rings, 
The Chorus ſings, 
Glory to Thee, O God, belongs. 


= — 
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5 XX. 


E artb's Pillars fall, 
" =, Time ſpreads his Pall, 
And all his Glories ſink from Sight; 
The Viſion flies; | 
Creation dies,, 
Invdly'd in univerſal Night. 


We 


